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NA 


Somewhere in South America, 2014 

| was just getting out of the shower when there was a knock on my hotel room door. David and Dave were in 
lockdown for the night, claiming "Bible study", but the rest of us knew what that really meant. We didn't judge. 
And we didn't tell them that we didn't judge, either, letting them have their secrets. | planned on ordering 


something from the room service menu but | hadn't done so yet so | wasn't sure who this could be. 


With my hair wrapped in a towel and the tie on my robe cinched around my waist, | looked through the 
peephole. With a grin, | opened the door. 


"Hey, what's up?" 


He was leaning against the door frame, holding two bottles of red wine in one hand and two glasses in the 


other. 


"Just get out of the shower?" 


"Yeah. Hey, you wanna come in?" 


There was a certain look in his eyes. It was a look | recognized but never on his face before. The way he sort 


of slipped past me, through the door, wreaked of something vaguely familiar, as well. 

| closed the door, watching as my fingers turned the lock. It was a move | didn't even think about. And | 
wondered why. When | turned to cross the room, | found him sitting on my bed, his long, powerful legs spread 
wide. Those track pants he liked to wear sometimes courageously clung to his thighs. | found myself studying 
them quite closely. 


"Wine?" His lip curled and an eyebrow arched. 


| tried to say yes but it came out as a croak. | swallowed, sure there was a nice pink flush heating my cheeks. 
"Yes." 


He grinned and patted the empty space beside him. | think he was trying to seduce me. 


"Hey, um," | began as | sat down. My robe opened to expose my thighs and | quickly grabbed it closed. "You 
hungry?" 


"Oh, hell yes, | am." 

| could have sworn he leaned closer to me. | found my hands pulling my robe tighter. He closed his thighs and 
placed the two delicate wine glasses between his knees and pulled a corkscrew from his pocket. | watched him 
peel the foil from around the neck of the bottle. His hands moved so slowly, so patiently. It was a stark 
contrast to the way his hands worked on stage. Not that | ever got to watch him that much. 

Wait, | watch him? 


He popped the cork with a quiet "thwup" and gave me another grin before pouring the wine into the glasses he 
so delicately held between his knees. 


He carefully set the half empty bottle down on the floor and then handed me a full glass. "Here's to tonight" 
He said with a glint in his eye and gently touched his glass to the one | held. 


"What?" 
"Oh, | mean tomorrow night. Tomorrow night's show." 
"Oh." | mumbled and took a long drink of the Cabernet Sauvignon. 


| knew nothing about wine except what my bandmates have told me. This was a good one. It tasted of 


blackberries and ..was that vanilla? 


"Good?" 

"Yeah. | like it." 

"Good. Drink it up. There's more." 

Out of my mouth came a giggle. A gigglel? "Are you trying to get me drunk?" 

"Would | need to?" 

His eyes twinkled as they stared at me. | felt like they were eating me, one slow nibble at a time. Oddly enough, 
there came a swift and sudden change in the current. | found that | liked it. | liked his attention | liked the 


flirting. | realized too late that my eyes darted to the large, white, fluffy expanse of the bed behind us. His 


glance followed mine and there came that lean again. 


| took another long drink of the wine. | should eat something. | knew | should stand up and go to the desk for 


the menu and phone. But he was there, inches away from me now. 

He said my name. | swallowed. His hand was now on my knee, pushing the robe away. | froze. 
"is this okay?" 

"Uh. don't.. maybe." 

He laughed and his breath hit my cheek and smelled like the wine. 


| exhaled when he bent to pick up the bottle. | watched as he stood and wandered to the side of the bed, 
placing the open and the unopened bottles on the side table. | turned to stare at the door, giving him my back. 
He stood motionless and silent but | could feel his eyes on my back. | closed my own eyes and tried to still my 


racing heart. 
He was all but throwing himself at me. Could | do it? Did | want to? 


| brought the glass to my lips and drained it. Liquid courage. He was smart for bringing it. Making a small sound 
of decisiveness, | stood. He watched with a curious, almost surprised expression as | walked round the bed and 


toward him. Maybe he figured this would be harder. Should | feel ashamed for being so easy? 


| set the glass down beside the bottles before taking his out of his hand and draining it as well. After | set his 


glass down, | looked at his face. He was a handsome fucker. Suppose | could do worse. 


My hands, my shaking hands, found the sash of my robe and slowly untied it. With a shrug, | let it drop to the 


floor around my feet. | gave my head a shake and knocked the towel loose as well. It landed on the floor with a 


soft thump. With a hand, | flipped my damp hair back. 
"This what you want?" 


His eyes were not so gentle this time. | could feel them taking big, hungry bites as they traveled slowly over 
my body. His mouth opened and, for the first time ever, | could imagine what it would be like to kiss him. 


"Yeah, thats what | want." His voice changed. It dropped an octave or two and sounded like a purring cat. A 


large purring cat. 


An arm slipped around me and pulled me close. So close. Goddamn those track pants, and the lack of anything 
between them and him. 


